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A MESSAGE OF THE TOWN. 

Look up to the stony arches 

Where art and mammon meet, 

There's a sound where Traffic marches 

A call in the city street, 

For a voice is ever ringing 
"Gird up your loins and flee, 
I will harden your heart or break it 
If you will abide with me." 

Go forth with a noble yearning, 

Give heed to the griefs of men, 

And the years will find you turning 

To that mocking voice again, 

Which ever recurrent whispers 
Like the chant of the restless sea, 
**I will harden your heart or break it 
If you will abide with me." 

No time for the touch of gladness 

Nor yet for the boon of tears. 

We toss in a cloud of madness 

Whirled round by the whirling years; 
And an echo lingers always 
From which we are never free, 
"I will harden your heart or break it 
If you will abide with me." 



Ay! carve it in iron letters 

High over your widest gate, 

Since we all must wear the fetters 

Who seek the appointed fate, 

And the winds shall bring the message 
Through all of the days that be, 
"1 will harden your heart or break it 
If you will abide with me." 
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AT THE ROOF GARDEN. 

light and yet more light to follow, 
And the trombone's echoes hollow, 
Dipping, rising as a swallow 

Dips and falls; 
And the song and toast thereafter, 
And the vain and vicious laughter, 
Bubbling up to roof and rafter 

In these haills. 

Pleasures here to come and weave you 
Tangling webs that will deceive you; 
Lights-o-love to love and leave you 

While they may; 
Youth and beauty to assail you 
When no wisdom can avail you, 
Till they laughing flee and fail you 

In a day. 

Here the motley throng that masses. 
And the dink of touching glasses; 
Here the ribald jest that passes 

Of the town; 
Now a singer's voice insistent 
Now the violins persistent. 
And above, the star-gleams distant. 

Shining down. 
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Here are mockeries so jolly 
That they blot out melancholy; 
Cheek by jowl you sit with folly 

'Neath the vine, 
And the dream-buds burst and scatter 
As you hear the airy chatter 
Of the lips that smile and flatter 

Ov&c wine. 

Hark that waltz's languorous measure 
In a chord-wave's sleepy leisure, 
Bom of pain and steeped in pleasure 

As it swells; 
And across its rhythm swinging, 
From the city steeples flinging, 
Floats the curt, metallic ringing 

Of the bells. 

Ring the coming of the morrow 
While from time a space we borrow, 
Bing tlie banishment of sorrow 

And its blight; 
Ring the light and song and gladness. 
Ring the mockery and madness. 
All the sorcery and sadness 

Of the night 
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SISTER SORROW. 

"For seven long years," said the Sybil, Fate, 

"For seven long yeare," she said, 

"Mu9t you learn to toil, and to watch and wait. 

Ere time gives heed and you find your name 

Fair writ on the temple-walle of Fame 

As a name on a scroll is ^read/' 

So he stooped and passed from the inner door 
And out in the wide world went» 
To serve or to lead, and his burdois bore 
In rain or shine, and his youth fled fast 
As a lightning-flash on the darkness cast. 
And the seven long years were spent. 

Then again to the Sybil's gate he came 

And his eyes took meed of grace; 

And he cried "What cheer from the walls of Fame, 

What hap for the heart that leaps and yearns. 

What hope for the soul that strives and bumsf 

But the Sybil turned her face. 

And she said " 'tis naught but a breathing spoQ 
Faint heart, since you went from me. 
Have you known of Heaven or supped in Hell 
Have you drained the dregs of a joy or woe. 
That you come thus rash, that you clamor so 
For a guerdon yet to be?" 
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So he bent his steps from the gateway there 
And back to the world returned; 
And his paths led on through foul and fair, 
Till seven more years he had served his vow 
And hope came back to his deep-lined brow. 
And under his lashes burned. 

And again to the glittering gate he stept 

And he shook its bars amain; 

For he thought, poor fool, that the Sybil sleptr— 

And his voice rang high as he called aloud 

"Is my name but one with the common crowd, 

Has my vigil been in vain?" 

And a sound came out from the mist beyond 
And harsh through the edlence thrilled 
And it said "0 foolish and frail and fond! 
For a further space of the seven long years 
Return and serve, and thy name appears 
For aye" — and the voice was stilled. 

Then he journeyed back to the world again 

But never a sign made he, 

And he fashioned life after other men. 

With a sneer for faith and a laugh for truth. 

And a bitter jibe at his long-lost youth 

That passed as the shadows flee. 
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But there fell a day when the Sybil sought 

Through the dtiee far and wide; 

For his name in letters high was wrought 

And art last in a roistering crowd they met. 

And she gazed, and her eyes with tears were wet, 

But his own were stem with pride. 

And she cried, "on the Temple's wall it stands 

I will show it you tomorrow." 

But he outward stretched his empty hands 

And said as he smiled, "No more of Fame, 

We give no heed to that bawdy name, 

I and my sister. Sorrow." 
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BALLAD OF THE SHOP-GIRL. 

The wolf of poverty follows me on 
Through the dingy streets of town; 

So close beside that his shaggy hide 
Might almost brush my gown; 

And after him thrust, the wolves of lust, 
Oome, eager to drag me down. 

And body and soul have a scanty dole 

From the pittance that I earn; 
And cold as the breath of the wind of death. 

Are the lessons that I learn; 
With a pitfall dug for my weary feet 

And a trap at every turn. 

And ever a tempter is near at hand 

To lure with a Judas kiss; 
And lead me away if be led I may 

To the depths of that black abyss, 
Where in serpent guise old memories rise 

And over the fallen hiss. 

1 never may know surcease from woe 
But I know of Fortune's frown; 

X am one of a score of thousands more 
Who toil in the cruel town; 

And the wolves of lust and of poverty 
Are waiting to drag us down. 
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And the Christ that the Bible teaches of 

For only men did die; 
Or he else would heed in this dreadful need 

My bitter, despairing cry; 
And the Creeds alway for the heathen pray 

And the Christians pass me by. 

And many and fast the days whirl past 

While early I work and late; 
And around my path for the aftermath 

The basilisk watchers wait; 
And civilization bids me choose 

The grave, or a harlot's fate. 

And I dread the light of tomorrow's dawn 
And the weight of the future years; 

My life is blurred by a hope deferred 
And my heart is numb with fears; 

And my hands that rise to the sullen skies 
Are wet with a woman's tears. 

Alone I walk where the spectres stalk 
In the roar of the mighty town; 

Oh I God, for a knight to aid my fight 
Of high and of pure renown; 

Is there never a man to lift me up 
Where myriads drag me down? 
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THE DEAD MAN'S GHOST. 

A dead man lay in the hospital 

At one, by the clock, he died; 

The moon-light shone on the naked wall 

And his ghost was at his side; 

A death-watch sounded his ticking call 

And a cock crowed shrill outside. 

The shadows crouched by the narrow bed 
Where the ghost loomed, still and grey; 
Nor ever that shape might leave the dead 
Till the night had worn away; 
It was two, for another hour had sped 
But never a sign of day. 

The dead man's hands were ivory white 

And his nose thin, and a-peak; 

His face was pale as the wan moon-light 

With a hollow in each cheek. 

And his lips were parted imto the night 

As though he fain would speak. 

But never a sound of speech he made 

Nor ever a breath drew he. 

The cock crowed loud as the dull east greyed 

And the ghost grew dim to see; 

A rat gnawed stealthily in the shade 

And the clock rang out for three. 



The moon shook down a watery beam 

And then began to wane; 

The stars looked pallid and all a-dream 

High over the steeple- vane; 

And close by a window came the gleam 

Of a cat's eyes, through the pane. 

Then a fluttering light from the far east fell 
And the clock-strokes numbered four; 
And the dead man's ghost with mute farewdl 
Passed swift through the thrice-barred door, 
To carry a soul to Heaven or Hell 
And trouble the dead no more. 



TO A MISTRESS. 

In the world of loving, the world of living, 
I find you true and I find you glad, 
All of my faults and my sins forgiving 
And only sad when myself am sad; 
The best of women, they say, are bad. 

Your face has the stamp of the mold heroic 
Always unquestioning: Ah! how strange — 
With a smile serene as the Spartan stoic 
However my wayward fancies range; 
And death might kiss you and find no change. 

You say 'tis enough if I smiling fling you 
(I quote your language) a rose some time, 
More than enough if I come to bring you 
What seems to you as a thought sublime, 
A shred of my soul in a vagrant rhyme. 

Yet, sometimes, surely, I doubtless grieve you, 
For women treasure the little things; 
A careless look when I turn to leave you 
How deep in a woman's heart it stings; 
And yet she close to her idol clings. 

The love you bear with a glory folds you 
As one who walks in white samite clad, 
I know you good as your law upholds you 
With faith like that which the Pirophets had ; 
The best of women, they say, are bad. 
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Whatever the world says has your scorning, 
Ashes to ashes and dust to dust; 
Not even my own hard note of warning 
Nor ancient legend of moth and rust. 
Can make you listen or shake your trust. 

I tell you true, I am worlds below you 

In all that is best of our nature shown; 

With logic pitiless-clear I show you 

How woman's love to the dregs is thrown; 

And my words are chaflf to the breezes blown. 

Is it because that you catch at the slender 
And shadowy warp of the lost days fled? 
And dream when my mood to your mood is tender 
That Fate has knitted the broken thread? 
Does it mean so much for a kind word said? 

I know this much, that a man's devotion, 
Will ebb and flow like the fickle tides 
That cross a rock in the trackless ocean — 
Or here or there as the pale moon guides: 
And a woman's love like the rock abides. 

In the world this side of the dim hereafter 
Where friends have failed me, and life grows sad 
I crave your love and I crave your laughter 
And here at the last the proverb add 
The best of women, they say, are bad. 



23 



THE SKELETON AT THE FEAST. 

Bright shone the lights in splendor down 

Upon a banquet hall 
And priceless pictures, hung on high, 

Adorned each gilded wall; 
While music's sweet refrain swept by 

A fountain's plashing fall. 

There luxury was crowned a queen, 

And reigned in regal state 
And dainty viands were prepared 

To heap each costly plate; 
While naught that wealth could buy was spared 

To grace the brilliant fete. 

And there on woman's snowy breast 
Bare diamonds blazed and gleamed, 

Their shafts of coruscating light 
Like shining arrows seemed; 

While drifting past in drowsy flight 
The languorous music dreamed. 

And roses in the windows bloomed. 

As if in summer's glow 
When simshine lights the fields and lanes 

And balmy south- winds blow; 
And yet outside those window-panes 

The world was wrapped in snow. 
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And gayety and mirth were there 
To jest and feast and dine« 

To make the lagging hours fly, 
While sireamed the bubbling wine ; 

And ever came the music by 
In harmony diylne. 

But to the poet there, came thoughts. 
Which he could not escape; 

And suddenly above the rout 
And flow of sparkling grape. 

As from a mist, came slowly out 
A weird and awful shape. 

It fixed on him a ughtless gaze. 
As close its form he scanned; 

It spoke to him in hollow tone. 
It raised a withered hand, 

And said, "I come to you alone. 
For you can understand." 

**I am the despot of the poor — 

A slow, consuming flame; 
I am the messenger of want. 

The harbinger of shame; 
I am a spectear, grim and gaunt, 

And Himger is my name." 
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**I walk in many humble homes, 

'Mid whispered hopes and fears, 
I know where men and women wet 

Their daily crusts with tears; 
Where furrowed brows know naught. but sweat, 

Through the long, tread-mill years." 

"They spurn religion's solemn farce. 

Can tracts restore the dead? 
Have sermons any soothing skill 

To ease the weary head? 
Theology can never fill 

A mouth that asks for bread." 

"The greed of gain has gone abroad 

And truth and manhood rust, 
The world but one mad impulse feels 

And all for riches lust. 
While Riches at her chariot wheels 

Drags Honor in the dust." 

"I tell you, wealth, like some great snake. 

Holds virtue in its fold; 
I am the counter over which 

Young girls are bought and sold. 
Your kings among you are the rich; 

Your chains are forged from gold." 
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Then as it vanished came these words 

Clear as a silyer chime^ 
"I am to all mankind a law 

Relentless and sublime, 
Go, tell the people what you saw, 

That they be warned in time." 

**I say to you, the land is filled 
With poverty's low moans; 

And vengeance yet will pour its flood 
I fiwear H by these bones. 

Your brothers' and your sisters' blood 
Is crying from the stones." 

Then gray and wan the silent dawn 
Crept down the drowsy east. 

And sunlight cast a ghostly sheen 
Where wassail long had ceased, 

None but the poet there had seen 
The Skeleton at the Feast. 
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PAN IN THE CITY. 

Rose a shape from out the City 
Wreathed in clamor^ carved of smoke. 
And the vapours round his shoulders 
Flapped about him like a cloak; 
Slow he poised above the river 
And in Prophet tone began 
"Hearken, Oh! ye restless mortals 
"I am he whose name is Pan." 

Though the temple walls are levelled 
And the Grods have sped apace, 
I, of all the ancient mighty 
Hold my high accustomed place. 
Rule and reign alone immortal 
Over time and tide supreme. 
While my spirit hovers near you 
As a dream within a dream. 

Though my lyric reeds are shivered 
And my lonely music fled. 
Give no heed to that false rumor 
That great Pan, the God, is dead, 
For the aeons are but moments 
And the centuries a span. 
In the grasp of the eternal 
And the calendar of Pan. 
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In the chorus of the hammers 
And the ringing anvil-stroke, 
In the hail of mallets sounding 
On the seasoned ribs of oak, 
There my presence moves and listens 
In the tumult and the din. 
While the echoes, ever-changing. 
Wind and waver out and In. 

In the rush and roar of Commerce 
Where the pulse of Mammon beats. 
With the piston-rod's huge motion 
In the factories and streets, 
Lo! I hear the roll and rumble 
And the seething turmoil scan. 
And there pierces through it ever 
The insistent note of Pan. 

Pan, the goat-foot God and heathen. 
Once with rustling rushes crowned 
Banished now from out the maiahes 
And in smoky fetters bound, 
None the less his form is passing 
O'er the urban ways and walls. 
And sonorous and far-reaching 
Still his voice among you calls, 
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Oh! ye foolish and forgetful 
Dared ye hope I was no more, 
When ye fouled the running waters, 
Razed the reeds along the chore? 
When in time your buried city 
Ides forever lost to man, 
Uere again with reedy syrinx 
Shall I sound the note of Pan. 
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AFTER MIDNIGHT. 

Glare of light across each table 
Muttered oath and clink of glass, 
Many voices in a Babel 
Of discordance rise and pass, 
While the painted courtesan 
Cat-like sits amid the din, 
Where since first the night began 
Echo harp and mandolin. 

Hark! a strain from Trovatore 
Hummed by some one waiting there. 
Scornful-eyed and with the glory 
Of a red rose in her hair. 
On her lips and on her brow 
Is the callous mien of sin. 
And about her gather now 
Notes of harp and mandolin. 

Here a sombre face and cruel 
Shines above a brimming cup, 
On his finger gleams a jewel 
As he lifts the bumper up, 
And the painted courtesan 
Smiles as wavers out and in 
To the swaying of her fan, 
Strum of harp and mandolin. 
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Round each rim the bubbles sparkle 
Of the ruddy-leaping wine, 
In the lees the serpents darkle 
Coiling tendrils of the vine — 
Spectres here that might appal 
Spiders here who deftly spin. 
Dreaming music through the nail 
Sound of harp and mandolin. 

Here amid the arc-lights ashen 
Drift the echoes up and down, 
Here unfettered strides the passion 
Of the tameless-prowling town, 
And o'er all the madness borne 
Floating up like incense thin. 
Rises lightly on the mom 
Ebb of harp and mandolin. 
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THE RIB. 

A painter wrought him a noble dream, deep-toiling 
day and night, 

The years rolled on and the canvas dimmed while 
the radiant tints took flight, 

And the painter sank in an unmarked grave, for- 
lorn and forgotten quite. 

A sculptor chiseled a matchless form from out of 

a mass of stone 
And it seemed as though the figure freed from the 

hand of God had grown. 
But an earthquake shattered its curves and lines 

and the sculptor died unknown. 

So a poet bom, in sheer disdain, laid by the pen 

and scroll. 
And sought a woman who turned to him as the 

needle to the pole. 
And he clasped her hand, and held it fast, and 

loved her — ^body and soul. 

For the slow, insidious tooth of Time like the 
water's edge devours. 

And the thorns of pain rise thick among Ambi- 
tion's funeral flowers. 

And a man and woman are all there is in this 
crude world of ours. 
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THE WAY OF THE SPENDTHRIFT. 

One coin will cross a beggar's palm 
With careless gesture thrown, 

And others fall where knights of chance 

Mumble his lean inheritance 

As the dogs gnaw, at a bone. 

And some shall sink in winey lees 
\^^lile high the cup's in air, 

And more will shimmer in the gold 
"That lurks within the tawny fold 
Of a fallen woman's hair. 

And grain by grain the yellow sand 

Shall slip the glass of time, 
To gild the garish, sleepless nights, 
And cheer the knaves and parasites 
Of flattery's pantomime. 

Lo! at the last the Prodigal 

A waiting shadow lies; 
Enriched by Death not over much, 
While phantom fingers seem to clutch 

At the coppers on his eyes. 
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A BALLAD OF ROULETTE. 

All night the players thronged the board 

All night the play went on; 

With wrinkles deep each brow was scored, 

Each face was set and drawn; 

And from red to black on its winding track 

The little ball rolled round, 

And from black to red it spinning sped 

With clattering rebound. 

Here Virtue came to elbow Vice 
In hypocritic guise, 
And toy with Fortune's loaded dice 
Remote from curious eyes; 
And here the base with evil face 
Were carved in strange relief. 
Stark silhouettes that none forgets 
Of gambler and of thief. 

And shreds of smoke rose high in air 

In blue, fantastic shapes; 

And shadows danced on the ceilings bare 

Grotesquely, as would apes; 

And from black to red on a polished bed 

With tuneless, rattling sound. 

And from red to black, and forth and back 

The little ball went round. 
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And one was there whose fingers shook 

As he his wagers laid; 

And tremblingly his winnings took 

Or pale his losses paid; 

His lips were thin, his firm-set chin 

Was hollowed with a cleft, 

And in rigid wise his burning eyes 

Looked neither right nor left. 

And more as some gaunt bird of prey 

Than like a man he seemed: 

The hawk's-bill nose all pinched and grey 

The steel-blue eyes that gleamed, 

And from red to black in sudden tack 

The little ball rolled round 

And from black to red as on it led 

Snake-like, its course it wound. 

And then a weird translation came 

As dim the gas-jets flared; 

The player's eyes had lost their flame, 

His jaw fell, and he stared; 

The livid face looks into space 

The wrist no longer shakes, 

And with iron grasp his cold hands clasp 

The last-won, mocking stakes. 



The gamblers fled the haunted room 

Like ratSy a sinking ship, 

And left him to his sculptured doom 

With a sneer upon his lip; 

And from black to red before the dead 

Howe'er he sneered or frowned, 

And from red to black in faltering track 

The little ball went round. 
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A HUNDRED YEARS. 

A hundred years had passed and more 
When I re-crossed the Stygian shore, 
Spread muffled pinions to the blast 
And found a mortal world at last. 

And she I loved was scattered dust 
Her very coffin-nails were rust, 
While her swift spirit long had fled 
And left behind the dreaming dead. 

And that strange, saddening gift of song 
Which urged me through the years along, 
To circle round the light of Fame 
As a moth might about a flame: 

Say! was it worth a strong man's while 
Unless to win a kiss or smile? 
The mocking, myriad lights of town 
Beyond my path went up and down: 

And lo! as o'er the streets I passed 
The frozen moon above me glassed, 
I met a wandering, reckless crew, 
Who gave a roving Shade his due. 

For one an amber rose flung down 
Oh! myriad-mocking lights of town — 
And though I heard them in a blur 
He spake some lines I sung for her. 

38 



THE NIGHT-HAWK IN THE CITY. 

He flies along the dingy walls, his sharp-set wings 

outspreading, 
Through twilight folds of smoky mist an airy 

pathway threading. 

Around him rise the chimneys tall, smooth arch 

and towering steeple. 
Below him, ant-like in the streets, go by the 

crowds of people. 

In petulance his raucous cry the upper silence 

searches, 
It floats beside the flag-staffs there, and o'er the 

roofs of churches. 

And here and there, a dusky sprite, he dodges, 

curves and sallies. 
Within the trackless realm of night, above the 

courts and alleys. 

Beyond, the trailing skirts of gloom grow thicker 

as he passes. 
They brush the lofty eaves and dim the grimy 

window-glasses. 



39 



Then fainter soars the night-hawk's flight, a dull 

thread mid the umber, 
While settles on the drowsy town the first long 

sigh of slumber. 

And last his wings in one quick swoop are lost in 
darkness hollowed 

Like jagged bolt of lightning caught by thunder- 
cloud and swallowed. 
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SLAVES. 

Behold them at dusk and at dawn in your city 
The men who fight on though the fates are ad- 
verse, 
The angels — nay! devils would view them with 

pity 

Foredoomed to abide by the Adamite curse; 

For they know of no rest and no respite from la- 
bor 

From childhood's lost day till the hush of their 
graves; 

Why 'twere better they perished by bullet and 
saber 

Than to wear out their lives with the sorrows of 
slaves. 

In the faint light of mom, see them coming and 
going, 

Tall athletes whose foreheads are furrowed by 
care, 

No harvest they reap for their digging and sow- 
ing 

And the most that they glean shall be want and 
despair; 
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For they pluck but the thorns and the roses evade 

them 
And they know not of hope nor of leisure that 

saves 
The breaking of hearts, since their destiny made 

them 
Dull toilers who eat of the pottage of slaves. 

In the shadowy twilight, mark how they come 

streaming 
From buildings and factories, workshops and 

streets. 
While the stars and the lamps on their masses 

are gleaming 
Where the ebb and the flow of the multitude 

meets ; 
A mingling and jostling of myriad races 
The surge and the swell of humanity's waves, 
With their rough calloused palms, and their 

seamed, grimy faces. 
And broad shoulders that carry the burdens of 

slaves. 

Bend, then, to your tasks, ye are nothing but 

varlets 
Give the tiger his freedom, give oxen their stalls; 
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Leave the Barons of gold to their wine and their 
harlots 

When the comedy's ended the drop-curtain falls; 

So the waves when at rest dream in languidest 
fashion 

And the winds can breathe soft as a lover's desire, 

Yet the winds and the waves hold an infinite pas- 
sion 

Like to flashing of steel in a whirlwind of fire. 

Peace! Hush! 'twas an echo, I heard it but faintly 
Like the far roll of thunder when tempest-wrack 

lowers. 
Yet men are but men, be they savage or saintly. 
And the hands that pluck thorns may in time 

grasp the flowers; 
Let Salome dance on, but I trow that the charger 
May hold other trophies than tyranny craves, 
Let Mammon's exactments grow harsher and 

larger 
Until paid by the blood and the iron of slaves. 
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BALLAD OF THE PIPE. 

I. 

The sleek, slant- eyed Celestial stood 
Within his door-way, next the street. 
His yellow face waa blank as wood 
His pig-tail dangled to his feet. 

His feet encased in sandals were 
With silken threads wove tight across. 
He watched the city's stir and blur 
Impassive as a Chinese Joss. 

Around him blossomed gutters bare 
With children's faces; out and in 
They danced like motes — in sodden air 
Heart-heavy with the touch of sin. 

The drunkard reeled as on he passed 
Chanting a bit of obscene verse; 
The drab a leer from windows cast 
The drunkard answered with a curse. 

And all around was want and care 
Sharp features etched with wrinkles deep, 
Such as the tribe of Belial wear 
And those who woo not rest nor sleep. 

Hard gambler visages, and hard 

The wanton's profile with disdain; 

And some low foreheads barred and marred 

Almost as with the brand of Cain. 
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And those who more than Mdeous seemed 
For Hell's own maw most rotten ripe, 
Were those who inward streamed and dreamed 
The worshippers of drug and pipe. 

The puckered parchment cheeks that spoke 

Idolatry of fire and bowl, 

Where poppy fumes rise up to cloak 

A dim Nirvana of the soul. 

And there the carved Celestial stood 
Where swam the slums' unwholesome breath. 
An alien, holding brotherhood 
With degradation, vice and death. 

II. 

Within, removed from curious eyes 
The bunks in squalid showing lay. 
Fit dens in which to bestialize 
Low hidden from the light of day, 
And Time for them no longer flies 
Who in such barren dungeons stay. 

And here with tangled hair and damp 
A woman lies where starkly gleams, 
The tiny flame of one small lamp 
Which like a red-eyed ferret seems; 
And on her countenance the stamp 
Of one who dreams uncanny dreams. 
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The pipe is at her pallid lips 
She recks no more of Thee or Thou, 
She sees and hails her long-lost ships 
What matters of the when or how? 
Fell Sorrow fades in wan eclipse 
And Hope is written on her brow. 

For her a thousand roses blow 
And spread and fall with rich perfume, 
Their leaves the sunny spaces strow 
Wild-woven in September's loom, 
For her is neither want nor woe 
Nor rapier thrust of sudden doom. 

Gaunt walls are changed to palace-halls 
And music follows, weirdly sweet, 
Like plash of distant water-falls 
Or echoes of dead children's feet; 
And beckoning on the Siren calls 
Where far horizons dip and meet. 

Old griefs have melted like to rain 
Old sorrows fled to twilight coasts, 
Life loses its corroding stain 
Kegret has gone with all his hosts. 
And corridors of heart and brain 
Are emptied of their wonted ghosts. 

The dusky air is filled and thrilled 

With sights and sounds that drowse the sense, 

Where vapour of a flower spilled 
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Lies curled in feline indolence; 

While every nerve is chilled and stilled 

In apathy of languor tense. 

Nor asp of Cleopatra's day 
May lull with power so sublime. 
The children of the bonds of clay 
Who dwell within the house of Crime, 
As when the poppy puts away 
The supplicating hands of Time. 

So, lost to self and meshed with sin 

No longer shall her spirit toss, 

Storm-cradled by that might-have-been 

Which haunted her with bitter loss. 

The gates of peace are entered in 

And earthward falls life's burdening cross. 

III. 

Drift-white the lily lifts her head 
And many colored glows the rose. 
But red as where some wound hath bled 
Blood-red the deadly poppy blows. 

The temptress of the Eastern fields ^ 

To play the senses fast and loose, 
Woe worth the one who weaMy yields 
His soul to steep her baneful juice. 
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More than a woman's wile it leads. 
More than the serpent's tooth it stings. 
While ebbing slow the sense recedes 
And round about the victim clings, 

Such mist of happy-figured dreams 
As never rose to mortal sipfht 
Chaste murmurings of lucid streams 
Star-sprinkled by immortal night. 

And ever comes a subtle breeze 
Soft laden with the breath of Truth, 
Blown inward from enchanted seas 
That whisper of eternal youth. 

And he who courts the poppy drug 
Shall see and hear these joyous things. 
Shall close the bliss of phantoms hug 
Nor ask to change his place with Kings. 

Thus wrapped in mere forgetfulness 
What matters how the hours are sped? 
The years have shed their iron stress 
He is as numbered with the dead. 

And babble vain of blame or shame 
Si^fi like an unremembered song; 
His soul a moth iha/t seeks the flame 
Where other stricken insects throng. 

48 



1 

1 



strange herald of a joy and woe 
That cheers and sears the lips of man, 
From fields where lazy poppies blow 
On valleyed slopes of Turkestan. 

IV. 

The smoke from out the pipe up-curls 
And floats aiong the shadowy room. 
In folds as smooth as water-swirls 
While twilight deepens into gloom; 
And night her sombre pinion furls 
Above this pit of slime and doom. 

And she who crouches silent there 
More rapt and trance-like seeming grows. 
Slips down her gown from shoulders bare 
While balefully the pipe-bowl glows, 
Unloosed and snaky winds her hair 
For her alone the poppy blows. 

The shrunken bust, the wasted hips, 
Tell well the tale of her decline, 
The saffron stain along her lips 
Was never bom of lust nor wine. 
And evermore the slow drug drips 
And ever chant those songs divine. 

Mark well Oh! sisters, ye who speak 
Her sister language — ^mark the shell 
That was a woman; she was weak, 
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And plummet-like through weakness feU; 
But In the blight that pales her cheek 
There is for her no deeper Hell, 

Nor higher Heayen — ^because she finds 
In wraiths of poppy-smoke upblown, 
The magic of a spell that binds 
The lips that else must make their moan, 
And with its muffled presence blinds 
The sight to else-bared horrors shown. 

No creed is there for her to take 
The path is guarded, closed the gate; 
No vinegar her thirst to slake. 
All help for her is now too late; 
And so she shrinks in fear to shake 
The mail-clad gauntlet of her fate. 

And stoops to sip the poppies' charm 
As a worn traveller takes his sup. 
Storm-bound beside some wintry farm 
By wind and weather houselled up, 
And who shall tell her of the harm 
Or prate of dragons in the cup? 

And purple-dim the vapours rise 
In that degrading lurking-place, 
A vacant stare is in her eyes 
An ivory pallor on her face. 
And she is either more than wise 
Or what is most of vile and base. 
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For if there is no further strife 
When the freed spirit wandereth, 
The Gordian knot should feel the knife 
And joy be sought with every breath, 
But if there is another life 
How double-dire this life-in-death! 

V. 

The yellow-faced Celestial stood 
Beside his threshold, cool and calm. 
Within, the tattered brotherhood 
Drew solace from the poppy's balm. 

The air with Bmoky smell was rife 
And staggered past a drunken man, 
With here and there a so-called wife 
Or evil-visaged courtesan. 

The garish gas-lights flared and gleamed 
And blinked at reyellers dawdling by, 
The voices shrill of children screamed 
And clamorous laughter rose on high. 

And whirling in the mystic rout 
As loosened tops will turn and spin. 
They wound about and in and out 
The Dervish devotees of Sin. 
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And lowest in the human round 
For Death and Hell most rotten ripe. 
Were those who in the bunks were found 
The knaves and slaves of drug and pipe. 

Lost souls who for Elysium sought 
In sad Oblivion's funeral halls, 
And with the poppy's glamour wrought 
The warp and woof of funeral palls. 

And only he who faultless waits 
Shall judge them for their vileness known, 
His be the words that chide the Fates, 
His be the hand to cast the stone. 



52 



ON THE MARCH. 

Close up! for the lines are thinning, a man drops 
now and then 
Out of the ranks and into the grave as a stone 
from a sling is hurled, 
For the battles of Peace are raging, and women as 
well as men 
Are fighting a common enemy all oyer the wait- 
ing world. 

The circle is narrowing slowly; the struggle will 
come at last. 
For the hunt goes on, and the quest is sharp, 
by either night or day, 
And never a beast by God create has equalled or 
surpassed 
The Kero-like ferocity of a Nation brought to 
bay. 

Close up! did a comrade falter, and fall with a 
fatal wound? 
Another shall step and take his place as the 
waves press on at sea. 
And better be dead, and the spoil of worms, slow 
rotting underground, 
Than flaunt in a slavish servitude the banner of 
the free. 
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The cloud of the future thickens, the shades of the 
past arise, 
And a lurid light, like a far-flung torch, carves 
light in the darkened space. 
And the towering tops of a thousand spires dash 
down before mine eyes 
Where starving hosts of the people meet with 
Mammon face to face. 

dose up! and with song and laughter; for the oil 
and com and wine 
Shall all be ours in after days, and faces fair to 

By the strength of many, and might of right, as 
precedents divine. 
Will we gather the harvest and shear the flocks 
in seasons yet to be. 

And forever our banner is Justice, and Justice our 
Avatar; 
And never a man so humble bom but our broth- 
er he is known. 
And red on the scroll of ages hence will we scrawl 
the sign of War, 
Where the cycles reap in armed men the discord 
they have sown. 
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Close up for the final conflict, bare arm and awing 
the sword; 
For the glint of steel, Hke a lightning-flash, 
shaU cleanse the poisonous air. 
With the right of a man to live as a man once 
more to us restored 
The meed of the earth and the fruits thereof 
for those who do and dare. 
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LAOCOON OF THE TOWN. 

Because we crave thy pitying touch 

Thy tenderness to pain; 
Because we suffer overmuch 

And that our cries are vain; 
For stress of woe that weights the old 

For maidens young enticed, 
To heal our agonies manifold 

Come once again Lord Christ! 

Of these thy spacious temples tall 

The money-changers purge; 
Upon their backs let stinging fall 

A lasting scorpion-scourge; 
Come in thy anger as of old 

And scatter them like chaff, 
Idoilators who worship gold 

And bow before the Calf. 

Thy new disciples turn to dross 

The lessons that Thou gave, 
The crown of thorns, the spikes, the cross, 
The vigil, and the grave; 
Now creed and form thy churches keep 

Where love had once sufficed. 
The Judas-bribe thy servants reap 

Betraying Thee, O Christ. 
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Come where no prayers are ever prayed 

But where grim Hunger wailks; 
And mark you following, following shade 

Where Revolution stalks; 
Mayhap thy gracious presence here 

Might lift such wraiths from men. 
Might banish sorrow, doubt, and fear. 

Come down, Lord Christ, again! 

Here in the streets the sightless wait 

And weary plod the lame; 
As in thy day they faced their fate 

So is it now the same; 
And in our walls may yet be found 

The leprous and unclean; 
All those on whom the years have frowned 

And Mary Magdalene. 

If Thou canst Honor call, forsooth, 

From where she long hath lain, 
If life canst give to Justice — ^Truth — 

Now numbered with the slain — 
Lo! then, they silent wait for Thee 

And for thy word unsaid, 
If this within thy power be 
Come down and raise the dead. 
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For Vice, and Hate, and callous Greed 

Here in the city seen. 
For souls that break, for hearts that bleed 

We need Thee, Nazarene! 
From writhing serpents that do make 

Laocoon of the town, 
Deliver us in thy mercy's sake 

Come down. Lord Christ, come down! 
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THESE THREK 

He crosses the threshold, spanned 
By lights from the empty streets; 
But cold is the touch of hand 
And chill is the voice that greets. 

And the one who took his name 
For the pride it gave and place, 
Feels a touch of harlot-shame 
As she sees with stony face, 

How far they have gone apart 
How true has the Sybil told. 
That a mistress rules the heart 
Where a wife is bought and sold. 

But down in the outer world 
Is a woman very fair, 
And about her bosom swirled 
Is a drift of shining hair. 

And she longs for his return 
As she into dream-land slips, 
For his words that bum and bum 
Xnd his kisses on her lips. 
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IN BOHEMIA. 

Here do we meet and greet betimes 
The actor, artist, maestro, writer; 
Where midnight oil so lavish burned 
But makes the dawn that follows brighter; 
The home for all who follow art — 
The sad and glad, the wise and mtty; 
A hearthstone touch and welcome fair 
For strangers in a stranger city. 

Nor sect nor class shall enter here; 
But they who come must wisely cherish 
The saving grace of dreams, lest Art 
Shorn of her ancient honors, perish; 
No golden reckoning do we keep 
To measure merit by the dollar, 
Bohemia's halls are sacred to 
The wit, the poet and the scholar. 

There may be, true, no scent of fields 

Afresh with hay, nor bird's wild shrillness. 

No apple blooms, nor church-yard chimes 

To break the spell of summer stillness; 

Yet that same hand which in the breeze 

Shook all the limbs while leaves were' greenest 

Shall winnow us the eddying snow. 

When the rude north-wind blows his keenest. 
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Here shall we have intelligence; 
High hopes and aims, and true endeavor; 
And forging of bright spirit-blades 
The Gordian knot of years to sever; 
And aye the sense of comradeship, 
The word of cheer, and kindly feeling, 
Holding a mirrow to the eyes, 
The reflex of the heart revealing. 

We lead the search for learning deep 

In lonely room with midnight candle. 

Or Mecca-wards to knowledge go 

With staff and scrip— with robe ana sandal; 

We seek no joys in earthly gain 

The dross of wealth and its vain-glory, 

For us we hope to conquer fate 

And live again in song or story. 

Today shall fade, and like a cloud 
Down to the past go slowly drifting, 
While life and death — ^grim pantomimes — 
Like scenes upon a stage are shifting; 
Yet reck we not of Father Time 
As over us he swiftly passes, 
The sands of bdng run again. 
Though death reverse the hour-gla 
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So clink and drink, tomorrow's ghost 

Dim in the future's pathway lingers, 

While yesterday, like all his kind, 

Slipped easily through Time's worn fingers; 

Tonight we cross the mystic line 

And whisper soft the pass-word "Brother" — 

To gather at her shrine and hail 

Bohemia our loving mother. 
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MARY MAGDALEN. 

Under the shade of city domes 
Coiled on a couch she lies 
Brooding above the wrecks of homes 
A woman serpent wise — 
The siren in her eyes 

C!old Magdalen 

Bold Magdalen. 

And reeling round in Bacchic grace 

With lily crowned and rose, 

With limbs half bared in supple grace 

Queen of the rout she goes, 

Mark you, the look she throws — 

€Mad Magdalen 

Mad Magdalen. 

Fresh from the bath she waiting stands 

Cool as a statue there, 

As marble white her bust and hands. 

Like night her cloud of hair, 

How Naiad-formed and fair, 

Pale Magdalen 

Frail Magdalen. 
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And in her carriage where she waits 

The crowds' remote disdain, 

See, though as banished from the gates 

How the world sneers in vain 

At sin, and sin's dull stain; 

Hard Magdalen 

Marred Magdalen. 

Or view her last in coffined rest 
Oblivion on her lips; 
One flower of silence on her breast 
Behind her life's burned ships: 
And furled fate's torturing whips; 

Lone Magdalen, 

Stone Magdalen. 
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THE SPENDTHRIFT SPINNER. 

With threads of shimmering light and sound 
And men and women for his themes, 
With measured foot-fall round and round 
The spinner wove his mesh of dreams. 

Rapt thus in introspection rare 
Nor other joy he sought or knew; 
And spendthrift-like upon the air 
The spangled wealth of song he threw. 

And in about the shining warp 
That gladdened this his lonely room. 
Was music, stinging-sweet and sharp 
That lured the spinner to his doom. 

Sometimes, indeed, a keen thorn lurked 
Within those swiftly moving strands; 
His eyes grew misty as he worked, 
And there was blood upon his hands. 

And yet he faltered not nor sighed 
But back and forth the texture drew, 
And lavish to the wild winds wide 
The spangled wealth of song he threw. 
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He spun until the webs of care 
Grew comerwise across the loom, 
And twilight bats dodged here and there 
Athwart the slowly deepening gloom. 

He spun until the taut threads bent, 

And death smoothed down his eyelids dim; 

What goodly store of gold he spent 

And none brought ever gold to him. 
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A SHRED OF ROSEMARY. 

'^Rosemary? why, what Satan's imp 

Has fetched it hither? 
And time has stiffened it like gimp 

And made it wither. 
Rosemary, which if looked on may 

Remembrance bring me, 
Has warmed a memory in my clay 

That turns. ^^ stingy me." 

"A gray-green leaf it looks to be 

Fast turning ashen; 
No trace of Spring is here to see 

Nor Summer's passion; 
It well might grace a mummy's palm 

In tombs prophetic; 
The faint, dry odor of its balm 

Is pure ascetic." 

"Rosemary? why I know a grave 

Where that is growing; 
Yet who so base as is the slave 

His sorrow showing?" 
"There was a woman once," he said — 

Then sneering laughter 
Jarred on his words: ''Well, she is dead, 

"Now, and hereafter." 



67 



"Drink!" so his voice came harsh and stem 

"To Death and Pleasure." 
"For each the sun and stars do bum 

In awfuJ leisure." 
"The town's dull stones to powder grind 

Mid echoes hollow; 
And those who see and those are blind 

AUke shall foUow." 

"Rosemary? I remember now 

Her lips red tissue; 
Twin cherries on a lissome bough. 

Not meant to kiss you; 
I may or may not in her heart 

Have been a sharer; 
Yet this 111 say though far apart 

That none was fairer." 

"I wonder if a woman thinks 

About tomorrow? 
The man, like me, perhaps he drinks 

To drown his sorrow! 
If life were not so cursed brief 

Could loves be mended? 
But Bah! 'tis like this brittle leaf 

Thus quickly ended." 
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"Rosemary? well, I had my fling 

And paid the piper; 
However keen remembrance cling 

And prove the viper, 
Rosemary! did she give me this 

Some fate regretting? 
I sometimes dream that her last kiss 

Is past forgetting." 
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A MESS OF POTTAGE. 

Ho! miner, down by the deadly damp, 

Ho! sailor, far at sea. 
And toiler, bent under midnight lamp, 

Is this where men are free? 
Do you hold the reins, yet wear the chains. 

And ask why this should be? 

Will you sell your right for that so cheap 
Which men have misnamed Life? 

Rouse, laggards, up from your sodden sleep, 
Leave sister, mother, wife; 

There's a noise of drums and something comes 
Incarnate, huge with strife. 

For a birth-light fair is each man's claim. 

Live and let live as well; 
And whoso yields it flaunts his shame 

As black as the gates of Hell; 
And the clink of gold where Honor's sold 

Is the sound of Freedom's knell. 

Turn, then, on your so-called masters 

As the Vandals did on Rome. 
Rend arch and broad pilasters 

And level each spire and dome; 
And for what is just ere you change to dust, 

Strike, when you do strike — Home. 
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For the land is rotten with pillage 

Its rulers bribed with gold; 
In dty and town and village 

The hearts of the crowds grow cold; 
And the careless laugh and the reckless quaff 

Where tales of greed are told. 

Do you toil, and where is your guerdon? 

Do you suffer, and in vain? 
Do you bear like beasts of burden 

The yoke of the Lords of Gain? 
By God indeed, you are slavish seed 

And worthy their disdain. 

Bind, then, your arms round the pillars tall 
That balance the halls of State; 

And strain till they break and crashing fall. 
Mere stones at the world's wide gate; 

And among them lie, if you needs must die, 
Borne down by a Samson's fate. 
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THE HUMMING MAELSTROM. 

In the circles of smoke I am hidden^ that curl o'er 
your infinite walls 

And the sound of my surges comes roaring in the 
clamor that rings through your halls 

Where the Mammonite throng in its frenzy tu- 
multuous beckons and calls. 

In the dust that whirls up from your crossings, 
with the winds I am passing unseen, 

Mid the canyon-like cliffs of tall buildings where 
the streets run like rivers between, 

And the storm-wake fast-following after shall en- 
velop the great and the mean. 

In the stress and the turmoil of living, at the core' 
of the town I am found. 

As a mighty inrushing of rapids swerve my ed- 
dies around and around. 

And the souls that axe noblest and truest are the 
quickest bewildered and drowned. 

I have neither of pity nor sorrow, the city's huge 
whirlpool am I, 

And the wrecks of wild hopes and great fortunes 
in the sands that encumber me lie. 

For whatever I grasp at is conquered, and who- 
ever shall find me must cUe. 
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Through season and storm shall my channel be 

openward flung as a gate, 
And nor ever a victim relinquished, or early he 

Cometh or late, 
And the teeth of the rocks that do guard me are 

as silent and steadfast as Fate. 

My power is that of the Siren's, afar on a deso- 
late reef, 

And the heart of the dweller in cities shall know 
me alway to his grief 

As I lure him to death on my currents, drawn 
under and down like a leaf. 

Drawn under and down in the vortex; be he Poet 
or soldier or down; 

As the swiftest at last are o'ertaken, as the strong- 
est of swimmers will drown. 

Encompassed with seethe of wild waters in the 
maelstrom-like grip of the town. 
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NANNETTE. 

Nannette was in the chorus of a sprightly vaude- 
ville 

And she was taught to pirouette, to warble and 
to drill, 

Sometimes she was a mermaid, just uprisen from 
a shell 

But the glitter of the foot-lights scorched her soul 
like flames from Hell. 

Just a round of paint and tinsel as the season 

slipped along. 
With the sparkle of the wine-cup and the glamour 

of a song, 
Just the restlessness of spirit that could never 

quite be still 
And the crash and clash of music in the latest 

vaudeville. 

And the spark of passion leaping and the brand 
that fell across; 

All the empty days of longing, all the bitter nights 
of loss; 

Weaving thoughts and woven sorrows that en- 
wrapped her with their spell 

And the glaring flaring foot-lights, like the mock- 
ing fires of Hell. 
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Life was life her motto told her where the cur- 
rent swiftest flowed 

And where music sounded sweetly, and the bright- 
est colors glowed; 

Strange thai all this vision faded, that at last the 
dream should die. 

In a garret's dingy squalor and a baby's plaintive 
cry. 

Nannette has left the chorus of the dashing vaude- 
ville 

Her heart that beat so restless once forevermore 
is still; 

And the gleam that lit the darkness where her 
dying whisper fell 

Was the white, bright flash of foot-lights, like an 
opening door to Hell. 
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IN THE PARK. 

Under a black umbrella 
An ancient sage and gray, 

A wrinkled and stooped old fellow 
Is dreaming here to-day. 

The passionate life of flowers 
Flames in the summer air, 

Filling the languid hours 
With odors faint and rare. 

Green are the trees around him 
Blue are the skies and clear, 

But winter's withes have bound him 
Who sits so londy here? 

I think, to watch him musing. 
This grizzled and gray old man. 

There is gaining that is losing 
In life's allotted span. 

Give me of Lethe's waters. 
In life's first autumn time; 

Let me fall as a strong oak totters, 
Ax-riven at its prime. 
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Not with a step that falters 

Along the path of years, 
And not with a mind that palters 

With misty doubts and fears. 

Swiftly, without a warning 

May the angel hurry by; 
In the strength of manhood's morning, 

At my zenith, let me die. 
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VOTARIES. 

Where the light behind the shutters flares and 
flutters, 
And a silence as of death is in the room, 
Save for click of ivory chips, or an oath from pal- 
lid lips. 
Lingers fate to we&ve with fortune at her loom. 

There the "lookout" in his eyrie, bold and wiry. 
Scarred of feature and more de^ly scarred of 
soul 
With his cold, gray eyes divining, underneath the 
gas jets shining, 
Sits and watches like a wolf upon a knoll. 

And the tense face of each player, growing grayer, 
While the shadows on the ceiling flit and dance. 

Growing paler, growing ashen, in the mad ab- 
sorbing passion 
That gnaws and drains the devotees of chance. 

And the motley crowd indrifting, outward shift- 
ing- 
Losers, winners, coming, going, one and all, 
Like the minutes counted slowly in this atmos- 
phere unholy. 
By the pendulum that swings upon the wall. 
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Clink of gold in many fdaces and wild faces 
That are gathered round the sordid altars there, 

And a fierce and stem reliance on some brows that 
fling defiance 
In this castle of the giant named Despair. 

And the fall of cards that patter, and the clatter 
Of ivory chips across the table drawn. 

Till the black night has departed, sable-cowled and 
callous-hearted 
And across the lonely buildings floods the dawn. 



79 



A PRODIGAL. 

I have marked the gleam of the ploughshare 

And known of the sweat of toil, 
Where the breath from the horses' nostrils puffed 

And the inky curve of soil. 
Rolled away in undula;tions 

As a black-snake leaves his coil. 

When the axe in the timber sounded 

And the wedge and the frizzled maid, 

Had found the heart of many an oak 
And many a hickory tall; 

Where branching woodland giants crashed 
Down thundering to their fall. 

I have watched the paling starlight 

As a sign of the task begun. 
And my feet were wet by the midnight dews 

And my brow by the midday sun. 
Till the harvest moon In the southern skies 

Made shift for a day's work done. 

I have sat in the herder's saddle 

In the sleet and the blinding rain, 

And heard the roll of hurrying hoofs 
Beat time on a hollow plain. 

And whoso works with a strenuous hand 
Has labored not in vain. 
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And at last in a towered city 

Scarce more than a boy I stood, 

Where the smoke hung over the Steepler 
Like the folds of a witch's hood; 

And life was a sea before me 

Where those survived who could. 

But I breasted the coming billows 
And swept their crests aside, 

And never a wave or dark or deep 
Could drown me in its tide; 

And held my peace and made no moan 
Where some, I think, had died. 

And each for himself I found it 

However you stay or seek; 
And bitter the strife as in olden days 

When Greek met face to Greek; 
And whatever it meant for the strongest 

Grod pity the young and weak. 

Yet ever a will sustained me 

When even Love did fail. 
And made my soul as strong as though 

I had looked on the Holy Grail; 
And the deadliest arrow Fate could launch 

Fell blunted from its mail. 

And always an eagle-spiiit 

That walls could not confine; 

And the bane of the three temptations 
Of woman, song and wine; 
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And the husks of a keen repentance 
The bed with the sodden swine. 

And or ever a God seemed distant 

In my direst hour of need; 
Or the woman's hand I leaned upon 

Had pierced like the broken reed, 
X)r I passed with lip still thirsting 

Prom the cup of an empty creed, 

Then I turned to the one true solace 

On life's wide battlefield, 
A pride as the pride of Lucifer's 

Which dared but did not yield — 
And whoso has it at its best 

Lacks neither sword nor shield. 

And each to his own accounting 

I stand prepared for mine, 
When death shall call for volunteers 

To step from the foremost line; 
.And none will go more hopefully 

Nor with lighter heart than mine. 

lAnd he who shrinks 'neoth the lash of Fate 
« I hold is a base-bom clod, 
And my steps bend not to a Father's house 

Nor yet to the house of God, 
For the strength of pride doth still abide 

To spurn the chastening rod. 
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A RHYME OF THE POTTER'S FIELD. 

With an oath and a jeer they nailed me down, I 

heard the strokes on the lid, 
And in gloom as black as the tempest-wrack my 

haggard face they hid; 
By drunken hands unshrived I lay in a hell of 

horror sealed 
Till I took my flight through the weird midnight 

away to the Potter's Field. 

Oh! many a time ere then had I, as a pauper pa- 
tient known, 

How under the stress of bitterness that a life may 
turn to stone, 

For only the nurse's touch was kind, and none to 
love me nigh 

Not one to weep nor a vigil keep however I should 
die. 

And the last long morning dipped and sank, and 

the last long afternoon; 
At the stroke of ten I heard again the town-clock's 

clangorous tune. 
At the turn of twelve I called aloud and a nurse 

ran to my side 
She held my hand for an instant, — so — one 

breath — and I gasped and died. 
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In a bare, dim room of the hospital, they shuffled 

my corpse about, 
Till the coffin came for a dead man's frame on a 

cart that stood without, 
And with never a prayer from human lip nor a 

sign of grief revealed 
Nor any to mourn o'er clay forlorn I went to the 

Potter's Field. 

But once in the grey and silent street my funeral 

did not wait 
The moon looked down on the sleeping town with 

a myriad stars in state, 
The grinding wheels on the cobble-stones struck 

fire as fast we fled, 
And I wondered then as I dreamed again if I or 

my soul were dead? 

I marveled keen if the heart's quick beat that now 

at the last was gone 
Meant utter rout as when night blows out the 

candle of the dawn? 
But under the rough and clammy clods above my 

coiiin piled 
I lay at rest with unheaving breast as calm as a 

sleeping chUd. 
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And out of the brooding silence there, a shadow 

came to tell 
That tenantless as a wilderness are even Heaven 

and Hell; 
That a secret grim lies hid within the crypt of a 

dead man's eyes 
And under the sod as is known of God the soul 

with the body lies, 

Till far in the vast and viewless wastes the blare 

of a trump is heard, 
And in ocean caves and from namdess graves the 

dead with its wind are stirred. 
And all of the wrongs and the world's neglect on 

Judgment day are healed 
When King and Priest shall be as the least of 

those in the Potter's Field. 
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BUTTERCUPS. 

Who brought these flowers to me 

And left them in my room? 
Buttercups, fresh as dew might be, 

With rustic, quaint perfume. 

When did I see such blossoms last? 

Not in the city's walls, 
Where Trade's deep thunder rumbling past 

Dies out in smoky palls. 

Not where the sunlight's arrows split 

On tower, spire and dome. 
But where the swallows used to flit 

About a country home. 

Oh! Christ in heaven above 
Was it mine, all mine, the sin? 

The world's wide gates shut out my love 
But welcomed my lover in. 

With his broken vows on high 

Of eternal faith and truth, 
He was forgiven, to thrust me by 

With my shattered life and youth. 
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Is the window open — there — 
The flowers are in the street; 

Under a gas-jet's cynic stare 
Under the passing feet. 

Strange that a yellow flower 

With meadow odors rife, 
Should rob my lips of Circe's dower 

And bring the dead to life. 
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REVENGK 

Xiet each man cleave to his vengeance-day and car- 
ry the fateful quest 
Or north or south, or east or west, wherever his 
foe hath gone; 
And hold the course unflinchingly, and in silence, 
as is best; 
The stanch hound follows the cold trail mute, 
while the dogs at fault bay on. 

For a wanton wrong should stand as such, remem- 
bered and unforgiven. 
However the years may come and go, from 
youth to utmost age; 
Though the doer's body be turned to dust and his 
soul has gone unshriven, 
And be handed down from father to son as a 
treasured heritage. 

However the seasons come and go, let the injured 
one remember. 
And bide his time imwearying, as an Indian 
waits and heeds. 
And hide his hate in the shadows close, as flame 
sleeps under an ember. 
An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth, as the 
Holy Bible reads. 
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And however or plot or ooiinterplot, let him work 
like the mole and soundless, 
From dawn to dusk, and from muffled dusk to 
silver-shodden dawn, 
And strike at the last, like a Corsican, revenge to 
be his and boundless; 
The stanch hound follows the cold trail mute, 
while the dogs at fault bay on. 
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A DRAUGHT OF HEMLOCK. 

A truce to the folly of vain regrets — 

A flg for the shade of care — 
While men, like the fishers, spread their nets. 

And women are false and fair. 
The world's rude idols have brows of brass, 

Their feet are sodden clay — 
And I from the scene must outward pass 

Forever and a day. 

I have quaffed life's draught and drained its lees 

A sweet and a bitter wine; 
And now, with the shadow of Socrates, 

Shall the hemlock's juice be mine. 
And the jangling strife of the noisy town 

Like mist will fade away; 
And the dawn's white light close darkly down 

Forever and a day. 

The sea's lone wave on the sand is spent 

That fled from a distant shore; 
The desert wanderer strikes his tent, 

Departs and is seen no more. 
And I, like a shred of smoke outblown 

From the chimneys tall and gray. 
Shall disappear to a clime unknown 

Forever and a day. 
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The tramp of feet on the crowded streets, 

And hurrying hordes of men 
Who rise where the pulse of the city beats 

I never may watch again. 
I go where forgetfulness spreads her hands 

And the dead her touch obey, 
Where silence looses the heart's tense strands 

Forever and a day. 

So I take, as a reveller takes, the cup. 

With peace in the potioned wine, 
And mark its glow as I lift it up 

And the deed and the debt be mine. 
Let the years that followed me far and fast 

Look down on a soul aA bay. 
With victory mine at the very last 

Forever and a day. 
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TO BER SISTERS. 

What becomes of all the women of the cities 
^Vho at nightfall haunt the dens and lurking- 
places 
Of the fallen; with their Bacchanal, wild ditties, 
Hardened lips and jeweled hands and painted 
faces! 

Underneath the lights and shadows they are sit- 
ting 

Gay of manner, silken-vestured, heavy-hearted. 

Till, like butterflies that fade with Summer flit- 
ting 

They are gone to seek their sisters long departed. 

In the annals of unutterable sadness 

Though in tears of bdood their joyless story writ is. 

Shall a child's face never bring them aught of 

gladness? 
May no hope come to these outcasts of the cities? 

Will they never know again in any fashion 
Of forgiveness for their profligate behaviour? 
Finding here on earth no touch of keen compas- 
sion 
Like the Magdalen once pardoned by her Saviour? 
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They ai^ only what men made them and no other 
And beneath all gaud and tinsel they are human, 
With the tenderness belonging to a mother 
And the craving still for love that marks the 
woman. 

Crucified by this their life that aM debases 
So they come and so they go— a thousand pities — 
Hardened lips and jeweled hands and painted faces 
What becomes of these lost women of the cities? 
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NO MORE KINGS. 

By the blood of Father Adam, first of men to toil 

and perish 
By th§ sword and scales of Justice where the hope 

of Nations clings, 
By the memory of the Chrdst-man, that all human 

souls still cherish 
We have sworn it, we will have it, that there 

shall be no more Kings. 

In the vast and splendid dawning of the world's 

assured tomorrow 
If the people be not sovereign, if the Nations are 

not free, 
Let the sands blot out the cities as died Sodom and 

Gomorrah, 
Cut the dikes and raze the sea-walls, and o'er all 

let flood the sea. 

Aye! we mean it, we, your masters, have you then 

so soon forgotten. 
How the condor. Revolution, spread abroad his 

mighty wings? 
By the dripping head of Louis, the reviled and 

misbegotten 
We assert it, who denies it, that there shall be no 

more Kings. 
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Grod of hosts and God of helpless, you shall yet be 
God of battle, 

Tn the future do we seek you, in the distance do 
you come. 

Not for ages will the people wait the ax like sul- 
len cattle 

Not forever will the visage of the mystic Sphinx 
be dumb. 

No! by torch and sword and rapine, by our hearth- 
stones, wives and daughters. 

By the whistling winds of prescience that the 
gathering tempest brings. 

We have gnawed our last of black-bread, drunk 
our fill of bitter waters, 

Hear it, heed it as we say it, that there shall be 
. no more Kings. 
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A SINGER'S CHALLENGE. 

I mock at death, and jest with Fate, 
And one to me is love or hate; 
I am a singer, i can wait. 

There is no rift to pierce the gloom 
I bide my days, I seek the doom; 
And yet I know, beyond the tomb. 

The winds 6f Time will bring my ships 
Around the bars, within the slips. 
And leave my name on all men's lips. 

My soul to after years belongs, 

An age to come shall right my wrongs, 

And feel the heart-beats in my songs. 
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